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Indiana 



Are symbol of the pact he keeps 
With Indiana. 

Dear land of common good! 
Where on new soil 

The old world hopes are more than dreams; 
Where freedom, justice, opportunity, 
Wrested in blood and tears 
From the slow centuries, 
Are free, free gifts to all. 

AN OLD SONG 

All day an old, old song 
Has echoed in my mind 
And will not be dismissed — 
A song that tinkles 
Of youth's endearing charms 
And love that will not die. 

It clashes with the thoughts 
Of this iron time — 
Its chasms of hate, 
Its lines of cleavage, 
Its unsparing sight 
And bitter revelations. 
The plough is going through us; 
We are aghast and stern. 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Still tinkles faintly 
Out of a hundred years 
The sweetness of the little song. 
It sounds like some faint hidden brook 
In a lost fairy land 
Of the long ago. 

Daphne Kieffer Thompson 



FORGIVENESS 

Now God be thanked that roads are long and wide, 
And four far havens in the scattered sky. 
It would be hard to meet and pass you by. 

And God be praised there is an end of pride, 
And pity only has a word to say, 
While memory grows dim as time grows gray. 

For, God His word, I gave my best to you, 
All that I had, the finer and the sweet, 
To make — a path for your unquiet feet. 

Their track is on the life you trampled through — 
Such evil steps to leave such hallowing. 
Now God be with you in your wandering! 

Charles L. O'Donnell 
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